s disturb the bright surface waves 8f a serene ox-

o —

et apwaed, In cireling eddies, giving » wild pic-
turesque chassoter to the woene.
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Dent yoa rerpember, Lily, Dear,
The mill by the old hill side,
Whers we msad 18 go, in the Sez=vmer lime,
And waich the foxmy ude;
Aai tees the leaves of the fragrant brech,
* On its breast s0 smooth and bright,
Where they Sosted nway, ke emornlds,
In & food of gulden light? r
!.il;.lhw; PAE 3y

Abd the miller, love, with sloschy exp
And eyes of mildest grey,

Plodding abast ki dusty work,
Binging the live-dang day?

And the coa! that bung an the resty mail,
Witk & motiey pateh;

“m::,mu-.-mm brokas aill,
And the siring, sad the wosden lateh?

Lily, Dear,

Aand the waterawbeel, with its gisat arms,
Dashing the banded spray:

And the weeds it pulled from the sand below)
And tossed, in scorn, sway?

And the shenpery, Lily, with mom o'wrgrows,
Like sentinels staad I pride,

Peeesting the waves, where the chiaks of time
Were made in the old mill's aida?

Lily, Dear.

g A &

Lily, the mill i» torn swny,
And 8 fastery, dark and high,
Leoms like a tower, and paffs its smoke
Over the clonr. bloe sky;
And the strwsm is tursed nway shove,
And the bad of the river hare;
And the beeeh is withersd, boagh sad trusk,
And stands like o spectre there—
Ldly, Denr.

And the miller, Lily, is dead and gooe:
s He sloeps i= the vale balow;

1 saw his stome, in Wiater time,
Undler 3 drift ol spow.

But now the wiliow is green again,
And the wisd is soft and still;

1 send yoB 1 sprig, to remind you, love,

& Of kim, snd the dear oid mill—

' Lily, Dear!

Select Tale.
EAGLE-EYE;

OB
THE DOUBLE SHOT.

A TALE OF WYOMING.

“"TBY E. A. W. HOPKINS.

The beautiful Vale of Wyoming, Pennsylva-
nia, became the scene of a dreadful tragedy.

Through this valley the Susquebaana fows,
on the banks of which the inhabitants of Con-
necticut had plantad & colony, many years before
the Revolution. It became the most popalous
and fiourishing settlement in America, and no-
where perbaps on the face of the globe existed
& cemmunity of like numbers, where so much
happiness, based upon public and private virtue,
prevauled, as in the Valley of Wyoming. In-
dustry and frugality were the grest temporal
charscteristics of the people, and, at the same
time, stern patsiotiam found & luxuriant nursery
there. When the war of Independence broke
out, Wyoming sent forth ita youth, and during
the struggle it gave a thousand seldiers to bat-
tle for liberty; and yet, in the midstof that
peaceful community, party spirit raised its un-
seemly head; and soon the animositiss of Whigs
and Tories became as strong there as elsewhere,
separating and severing the dearest ties.

The republicans having a majority, used
means {o restrain the action of the tories, and
even expelled several of them from the ecolony.
This bighly exasperated them; they swore re-
venge—they coalesced with their savage neigh-
bers; and during the summer of this year, while
nearly allthe youths of the settiement were
with the army, they resolved to wreak vengeance.
Both tories and Indians lulled the inhabitants

" into security by protestations of friendship, and
caused them to be less on theirguard. History
of 'T6.

In the ewast vale of Wyoming, George and
Mary Ryerson, had found s pleasant resting
place, far away from the cares and turmoils of
city life. Their wealth consisted of s conveaient
farm-house, with & broad belt of rich, cultivated
lsnd, lying along ‘the banks of the gentle Sus-
quehanna, and & tract of woodland on the moun-
tain side; of sheep, cattle, borses, poultry, all
magger of implem nia of husbandry; everyihing
which ministers to the real necessities and hap-
piness of man. There they lived and loved,
acknowledging mo sovereign save the Lord of
Heaven and earth, no sristocracy save that of
superior intelligence. During the summer months
be arose early, and busied himself with the so-
perintendence of his farm; she attended to the
mansgement of the household, and found leisure

to look afler the welfure of the Sowers, o plant | yrai

vines and tmin them gracefuily about the cot-
tage windows, to sit in their cool shadows, and
sing songs of love and peace.

George Ryerson was tall, bandsomely framed,
with & high, white forchead, dark, hazel eye,
and a healthsome glow upon his cheek; Mary
‘wa= somewhat alightly made, with blue eyes,
gelden curls, & rose-tinted cheek, and a sweet
smile playing forever about her lips. They were
as besutiful and pure hearted as any pair who
had joined hamds for a life walk, since our first
parents wod the Eden paths together. Theyhad

. been fge years marricd; and as yet no under-
gurrent of griel or bitterness bad welled up to

istence.

__ It was winter. The Valley of Wyoming slept
¥ Gades s hoary mantle; surroanded by sloping
" Bills, whose nake | tree tops sparkied in the sun-
"' Deams, 8 If crowned with milliona on millions
. of diamonds; the recks, the bushes, the rivulets;
" averything high and low giowed and sparkied,
daxsling the sight, while slong that broad, lce
bound rivér, the smoke of countless homes curl-

The large hickory fires st George Ryerson's
ware sending up  volumes of flame and smeke,
the breakfist was over, the morning orisons of &
holy faith had gone up from that broad, brown
hearth stone, to the ggtes of beaven; Mrs. Ry-
erson tripped lightly over the bright sanded Soors,
giving directions to the hale, happy servant,
Margare:, whom she nssisted with her own fair
hands, as she discoursed of this, that and the
other thing, known ovly in the vocabulary of
household duties.

' In the stable, the well kept ponies had noth-
ing to de, except 1o give their owners an oces-
sionil ride, and grow fat) under the warm '
shed; silence of the out-door family was
by the low bleating of a few new born
lambe, and the answers of the watchiul ewe
mothers.

“ It is a fine morning for out door recreation,
snd I am inclined to climb the mountain side,
and have a chance at some siily deer," sald Mr.
Ryerson, shouldering his rifle. * The snow is of
a favorable depth for tracking them, and they
are said to be fat and ne now," and kissing his
wife and = sweet babe, the length of whose life
might yet be counted in weeks, he sailed gaily
forth.

The icicles erackled under his feet, the wind
painted & deeper red upon hischeek; everything
around was inspiring and cheerful; he hurried |
on, crossing the Susquehanna on the jce, and
climbing up the mountsin. sverand anon kis
feed slipped, and canght hold of some little jew-
eled bush for temporary support, then passed on-
ward and upward. He reached & level path, wind-
ing circularly around the hill, as if art herwelf|
had econtrived it for a hunter's resting place, ere |
he scaled the heights beyond. Here he discov-
ered recently made deer tracks in the snow; and
20 be loaded his rifle, then he leaned agninst the
truck of an oak. Presently he heard the sound
of cantering feet, there fell a shower of jeicles
into the path, and in another instant right before
him stood & noble buck.

His deership seemed a litile short of bresth, |
and tumed bis tall antlers round as if to see if
there he might rest with safety, ere another race

He shook his head, snuffed the air and listened
—listened.

Now is my time, thought Ryersos, as his broad
forehead turned that way; and guick asthought
the rifle load went whizzing through the air,
piercing his very bmin. With a loud snort of
distress he bounded forward a few feet and fell.

But, oh horror! at the very moment his mrui
powder kindled, be felt in his shoulder a sting [
like an adder; dizziness came over Lis sight, be

reeled and foll back against the tree.

A dirk face bent sorrowfiNy 9ver kim; adurk |
hand extricated the bullet, and a low musical |
voice exid:

“ Me sorry; ms no mean to hurt you."

“ s it you, Eagle-Eye?" he said, restored to
consciousness by the pain caused by extmeting

the hullet.
“Ttis me," hereplicd; * me take you home.”

They had met before, and respected eachoth-
er, as noble men of different races.

Easgle-Eye had chased the deer until he slack-
ened his pace, then eame up, and Sred simulta-
ously with Mr. Ryerson on the other side. The
Indian's ball struck one of the horns of the buck,
glanced and penetrated the white man’s should.
er, but not deeply. While he lay fajpting, Ea-
gle-Eye removed his clothing, and cut it out
with his knife; that done, he whistled, and a
squaw appeared.

He gave the arms to Blue-Bird, his wife, bade
her watch the now lifeless buck; then lifting Mr.
Ryerson npon his shoulder, commenced cautious-
Iy to descend the mountain side.

A strong man was Eagle Eye, full six feet
high, with the broad chest and well knit shoul-
ders of s gisnt. His bead was finely developed,
bis eye no disgrace to hin name, and the conrse
black hair lay stifiy over s brow which might
have graced a throne. There was s pensive cast
aboat the finely ohisseled mouth and chin, and
what are gencrally called * the Indisn’s high
cheek bones,”” were less prominent than those
of his mce. On his head, instead of the tall
taft of feathers which disfigrred so many of his
tribe, he wore & turban of red silk, his dress
was blue trowsers, and a jacket made of woll-
skins. Eagle-Eye was a chief of his tribe.

“ Why, George, my husband; what means
this quick and sad return "’

The Indian put his hand to his lips in toke=
of silence; she led the way to the bedroom
where he laid down his burden, proceeding to
undress him. The wound had bled freely, the
blood was elotted overit pow. Eagle-Eye would
not allow ber to remove the blood, but bound a
rapkin over it as it was. -

«The physieian ™" she said.

« Me cure him,” be repli

% Oh, yes, you know you
you," she continued.

The wound was mot dangerous, the foree of
the ball having been brokes by giancing againat
the hom of the buck, and in a few days, under
the kind care of Eagle Eye, he was quite well

7 I will trust

I;.lwmwmnme;
snd sometimes ahe hersell came dewn from the
mountain, to visit the  pretty white squaw,”
and Jittle papoose.”” Mary, in tom, thought
her pretty and interesting, with her clear olive
complexion, low, pure brow, melancholy eyes
and jet black bair. So a friendship grew out of
what seemed at first an unhappy accident, the
two families becoming more firmly attached to
each other as weeks rolled on, through the in-
finence of reciprocal kindness. The first veni-
son ateak, the result of that “ double shot,”” was
cooked, mnd eaten by the two families in token
of amity and foture good will, st the bouse of
Mr, Ryerson; one horn of the animal was hung
up in the cottage, one in the wigwam on the
mountain, as 8 memorial of the strange event.

ORen the newly made friends hunted the deer
w,aﬂuﬁnut-neh«l into spring, and
spring blomomed into summer, their hearts knew

in words and deeds.

It was the morning of July 34, 1778. The
weather was extremely sultry, and to egjey the
cool olithe dsy, the family at the farm had risen

| with me," lie said, looking at George. “ Take

1o change of seasons—they remained brothers |

After partaking of a plensant breakfust, Mr.
ad Mrs. Ryerson hung listlemly over the table,
discoursing of the past and fusare, the thriving
condition of their settlement, and the whole
beautiful valley of the Busquebarma.

* Itin such a comfort, George,' mid the young
wife, “ to know that the late unhappy differen-
ces between the whigs and tories have all melt-

ed inte moonshine; and not only our tory weigh- | i

bors, but the savages themselves peem now to
be vieing with each other in manifestations of
kindness and good will towards us." '

*Wahuunﬁnl;todlmfcrgnﬂh

tion to our Father in Hesven, dear Mary, for!

all this seeming good faith; may he in his mer-
oy grant that it is not the ealm that ushersin
the tempest?™

Juost then the red turban of Eagle-Erve passed
before the window, and in another instant he
opened the door without knocking, and stepped
into the ceptre of the room. Tn place of the
wolf-skin vest, in which we first introduced him
to the reader, he wore a while cotton shirt, with
4 broad collar, open at the throat, and tumed
down, displaying & fine muscular neck, and a
part of his broad, tawny chest. He carried his
rifle, and his powder born suspended by = stmp
over hia shoulder. George read a new expres-
sion in his countensnce; and Mary ulmost feared
%0 lock upon him, he wasso stern, calm, yet
sorrowful.

“ §it down, my brother," gaid George.

“ Will you eat?" said Mary.

* Me want nothing—me not hungry. Clilp

the gun, the wild-cat is on the mountain; come
and shoot him.**

“0Ob, ouly & wild eat,” said Mary, langhing;
“well, 1 deelare, Eagle-Eye, your grave looks
frightened me terribly; please bring him down
sfter you take him, but a look will do for me—

no steaks this time, after a * double shot.” She
alluded to their first meeting in the woods.

No smile lightened up the face of the Indian; | o
I lip to lip, with fears for their safety.

George waxed a shade paler as he picked up his
bat and gun, and followed him he knew not
whither; and Mary grew sad and silent ug they
walked slowly nlong the river's side.

Noon came; the hottest, mostsuffocating noon
ever known in the valley of the Susquebanna.
Not a leaf stirred upon the trees, not a zephyr
lifted n blade of grass, but the sun poured down
scorchingly, vegetation withered, and every liv-
ing thing sought shelter front his borning rays
under some friendly roof or shade tree; the very
stones were” like hented iroms, and the river
glowed and sparkled like liquid fire.

George Ryerson had not returned, and Mary
looked out from (he window hour after hour With
a strange foreboding of evil. Mary prepared
dinger, but she merely tasted it, then reseated
bersell at the window with tearful eves. Baby
laid its velvet cheek against hers, and losked
into her face; its little lip quivered, and then
it sobbed aloud. With her eve fixed upon the
read, she sang it a gentle lullaby, and it then
fell asleep.

Hark! whal sound is that—that long, loud,
terrific yell? What mean those guns? That tram-
ping, shouting, erying—that despairing wail.—
He who is absent flies to his home; the boys
come down from the cherry trees; the girls rush
in from the garden, shricking, £linging to their
mothers® skirts; the dogs set up a howl of tor-
ror; the cattle snuff the wind, and run bellow-
ing hither and thither.

“The English! the tories! the savages are
upon us!™* was shouted from house to house,
from field to field; it echoed wildly along the
banks of the river, and reverberated from hill
to Will. The strong men girded on their armor,
anid went forth to meet the heterogeneous mass
of murderers; the aged and the sick, timid wo-
manhood and helpless ehildbood remained to
weep and pray.

On they came like a legion of fiends, shouting,
cursing, killing; the red coats of the English

clad savages; their tall military cags contrasted
strangely with thélr shaven heads and horrid
scalping-tufts.

“'To the fort! to the fort!' shouted a neigh-
bor, bursting open the door, and instantaneously
disappearing.

“ To the fort I shouted the frightened servant
shaking her mistress violently to srouss herfrom
the stupor into which she had fallen. ]

“To the fort! what, Margaret, has he come?
is my husband here?"

“ No, no—but the English—the tories—the
Indians are upon us! Haste! fiy! for God'ssake
keep your senses!"

Margaret tied on her bonnot, hastily made op
a small bundle of necessary clothing for mother
and babe, which she put into her hands, then
herself takiag the child onome arm, dragged
her out, aad aleng in the direction of Fort King-
ston.

Poor bewildered Mary! she awoke to the con-
sciousness of her danger, when she found ber-
self Bying over the dusty road, with scores of
helpless women and children, wagons relling past
at full speed, mounted horses leaping like rein-
deer, with pale and hatless riders, all rushing
wildly on, while ever and anon came the din of
the war-whoop, and the shrieks of the sufferer,
overtock by the blood bounds in the rear. Moth-
ers and children fainted and fell, old men sat
down unsble to go anagher step, and those whom
God granted strength to proceed, arrived at the
fort over-beated, utterly exhausted. Oone after
another toltered in, images of grief and despair.

Inside were a few mattresses, s scanty supply
of provisions, a few cooking utensils; and there
with melancholy thankfulness, they ato the eve-
ning meal with sickening foreboding of w-mor-
row. Scores arrived during the nigit; coming
from the mountains and all slong the river, un-
til all the houses and barmacks were full; some
lay down to rest, others sat up, watching the ft-
ful slumberers, as ever and anon they started in
their dreams and murmured prayers 0 Heaven

and Margaret all night long, with folded hands
and tearless eyes, and when the stercotyped

early.

asked st the break of day, she heard iy, still ho-

banna; thagried grads

of she kine; the doge dug holes in the earth and |

the voice of her husband. , v
Al night Col. Zebulon Butler nad his mensat
up making strong their defence, running bullets,
doing eversthing which haman foresight could,
for safety.
Weak and worn they were, butresolved tosell

#tood out in the cloudless atmosphere like a red
ball of fire; mov = leal nok & zephyr
rippled the surface pfhi cleagy maim
under the

ping in the olden answer, * l-f;lud'." to_d;;]

-

aloag through underbrush and rocks which seem-
ed 100 close to allow & passage. =
" *Only once he crept to the top of a rock, and
looked mournfully back towards Wyoming. The
red flames of the burning felds and dwellings
were curling upwands—the smoke lay in one
dirk moving mass along the horisen—the river
was one long line of fame. He groansd, set his
teath frmly together, drew his hand across his
eyes, aud said in his heart, ** Can they be Chris-
tians? Lo, how they deceive cachother—eurse
their hypoerigy.”

Through that lerrible. massacre,jbe bad shed
no blood—Iaid rule hands on nome. Buming
with shame for his tribe, who had thus been de-

lay half buried thers. Nubwre herself soemed | coved into treachery, he had met them aj the

awed by some dark fore-shadowing, and beld her
hot deep breath in fearful anticipation.

* An officer and guard," said the men in the
leokout; ** John Butler,” they continued as they
drew nearer, and new hopes sprang up in many
a despairing beart; so slowly and silently they
eame; surely their visit would be a peaceful one.

Halting, they sent & messenger to say that if
Col. Zebiclon Butler would come out tomeet his
cousin, he would propose terms of eapitulation.
Unsuspicious, not thinking in his own houest
heart that one of his own kinsman could be o
very fiend, he, accompanied by four hundred
men, wont out to meet him.

+ In the meantime, John Butler and his party
hadl moved back towards a thicket, and Zebulon
and bis men followed.

* They will halt just within the wood,” he
said, “the extreme beat of the day causes them
to seck the shade; let us ventare yet farther my
friends,"” and they preased on, till startled by =
wild demoniue yell; an ambush was upon them.
Bewildered, overpowered, were sliot, stabbed,
scalped; a fow only esenped by swimming the
river; none remained to tell the tale at the fort.

“ They are lopg gone,"’ seid the lookout!—
“long gone,” said Col. Denisun, who was Jeft
as commander; * long goue,” was passed from

The soldicrs gazed wpoa thewr families with
desp yearning tenderness; snd mothers upon
their blooming daunghters, with the fear which
only mothers can realize; for John Butler and
his tory band were kaown to be more brutal than
my lgﬂ..

“They come,” asid the lookeut; “our friends
are safe," responded all below.

“Nut Zebulon, but John Butler; not our

friends, but the tories,"” and then went up & wail

of grief and despair, mud & low undertone of
supplication to Heaven.

Col. Denison realizing the weakness of the
foree within, thoughtdt bagpondens to send ont
a flug of truce, inquired upon what terms they
might capitulate.

“ The vatchet,’ replicd Johu Butler.

“God's will be done;~ean't we at least die
bravely,” ke said mournfulls.

* Kill them to the last man; kill! kill!"* shou-
ted the demon Colonel, thirowing reeking scalps
over the walls of the fort, and with a thundering
cry they ‘rushed to the attack. - ¥t was a bot,
fierce onset, with guns abd staves, and all the
implements of war, and then they commenced
escalading the ramparts. The little band fought
well and desperately, but what could they do
agninst such fearful odds.

COne after another they dropped away from the
side of their Colonel, untll hope was folly, and
valor madnese, and then he surrendered at dis-
eretion. History tells the rest. The men were

countiry was devastated, crops destroyed, grana-
ries and dwellings rednced to asbes, and that
beautiful valley, which a few weeks before was
a mininture of paradise, became but one wide
scene of desolation.

Throngh all that night of gloom and day of
borrors, Mary Ryerson sat ona low pallet, be-
side her babe and Margaret, hardly earing for
her own safety sinee the fate of her beloved one
was unknown.  But when the heavy bolts were

mingling with the naked shoulders of the half- | 4¢ Jage unbarred, the doers swung open, and the

grecdy enemy rushed in, sbe was startled by
the cry of her servant, and the terrified wall of
the babe. Springing from her seat, she eaught
up the little one, bugged it to her bosom, and
started for the door. Pressed down on all sides
she fell. A ecarse tory bent his loathsome

will save you; will you love me if I will, pretty
one?"”

As he stooped to lift her, a tall Indian pushed
him anide, and caught her up in his arms, saying,
* hold baby tight.”*

Close upon their tracks followed a squaw, lea-
ding Margaret by the hanil; gone apposed them,
none questioned.” T .

Sometimes sald the Indinns gravely, as they
passed, *“ she ls yours, Eagle-Eye?™

“Ehe is mine,” was the Inconic snswer.

“Whither away with the white squaw, my fine
fellow?™ said John Butler, us he bounded past
him, “ put her in s place of safety, and come
back: the frolic is not over.”

“Take it,” said Esgle-Eye putling the baby
into the arms of Margaret, the mother resigning
it without opposition, and looking wp with a
strange bewildered air. Oh the traces of that
day's butchery. Here a hat, there a ghoe, here
1 tom garment, there the red, red bair. Mercy
veil thesight. .

Close under the shelving bank of the river lay
a light eanoe; Eagle-Eye loosened itand sprang
in with his charge, the women following. The
barque shot sway like an arrow down the stream.
The sun was low; a cooler breese swept with
lazy wing over the water, and often, as they pad-
dled away, Biae Bird, the squaw, dipped up &

Lhandful of drops and sprinkled them in Mary™s
face. Baby langhed to sec the bright showers |

as they fell; and even bis mother returned his
salutations with a mouraful emile.
Eagle-Eye turned the eanoe, and shot under
the bank ; they disemsbarked in silence, and walk-
ed on, crossing & narrow strip of land between

|

the mountain and river, and at the foot of the

against the eruelty of man. Among the walch- hill they all sat down to rest.
ers was Mary Ryeeson, sitting beside herbabe  The Indian jut down his burden s fow mo-

ments, straightened up his tall figure, moffed the
wind a3 if renewing Lis strength, be said ‘come,’

question of the sentinel, “who's there" was |as he shouldered poor Mary again He took »
path over the mountains, stealing

ail murdered; women and children burned; the |

glanoe upon her face, saying, “ fear pothing, I

“ council fire,” remonstrating against their in-
tended cruelty. They eould not appreciate his
nobleness of character, vet no man called him
“coward,” he the brave of the past, the hero of
many battles. He went and returned at pleas-
ure unquestioned; knowing the secrets of their
councils, bound by an Indian’s sense of honor,
not to betmy his people.

The beavy dew drops fell from tho leaves as
they parted them i their way, the shadows lay
heary upon the rocks,

Esgle-Eye slackened his pace, descending
cautionsly into a hollow, covered with underbrush
and weeds. He stooped as he proceeded, they
following wonderingly. Presently their feet pat-
ted upon the naked rock, while far in advance,
they saw s single gleaming light. Sometimes
they lost sight of It—again it twinkled directly
before them like a star.

Afor proceeding, what seemed to some of
them, a long journey underground, they emerged
into an open room; the wall sufficiently high for
them to stand upright; that. and the sides also
of solid rock. There was that star, (the candle,)
and there bound hand and foot, was George Ry-
erson, secured by & rope to n heary rock, vt 5o
fetterod 2s to feel no other inconvenienes than
that of ddtention. Beside him st an Indian boy
and girl; bread, cold meat, and fruits were on a
rude table beside him.

1o a comer lsy a buffalo robe and blanket, up-
on which Eagle-Eye bestowed his burden; then
unbound the prisoner, who folded his wife and
child to his bosom, returning thanks to Heaven.

After the massacre was decided upon, Eagle
Eye pondered in bis heart how he might save
lis friends. He mustnot turn informer, and come
1o despise himself, and be looked npon as a wo-
man by his race; perhaps be and his family fall
victims to the cruel tories. He knew too that,
ifhe informed him, Mr. Ryerson would never
desert that setilemens, (even be would have hat-
| ad ims under such cixcamstances,) Low could be
save both him and his own relf-respect; his hon-
or, 25 understood by the white man’s codel He
decoyed him away from homeon the moming of
the fatal struggle, there seized him, hy and with
his superior strength, bound him hand and foot,
| and earried him' into the cave.
| *“Me no hurt you—me save your wife and ba-
lb_r-grui war—much blood—be still’* Then

putting a gun into his son's bands he said, “ifhe
makes & noise, shoot him," and to his dsughter
“eook his dinner—feed him.*

Poor Goorge Ryerson, fear curdled the very
blood in his veins, his knees shoek, his brain
reeled, as he thought of the loved ones st home,
bat he had perfect confidence in the integrity of
the belag before him; he knew the uselessness
| of remonstrance, and only said as the door of the
| cave was darkened by hisretreating form, “‘re-
member.”” He was answered, “Eagle Eye is
not a dog that heashould ke.”
| Desceading the mountain, he was met by a

i party of John Butler’s men, who seemed inclio-

ed to waich him, and he turned another way.

“He ia not false,"” they said, *he ishunting in

to find it already deserted. Fe walked on to-
wards the fort, his eve scanning narrowly every
buman face. When he came within reach of its
I;nnshe eaid, “they are safe, it is wall," and
taking another path, than that which be cams,
ke returned to his home in the mountain. He
spoke & few words to Blue Bird, in their own
language, the meaning of which was, “When
the battle is hottest to-morrow, be there in the
rear with the squaws; when [ whistle, come like
a fawn to my side; who shall touch the wife of
}P.ag!r Eye?™

There in that lone mountain cave, dwelt
George Ryerson and his family until all was
safe; cared and provided for by the Indian and
his family. - When he said, “it is time," they
went forth into the world again, to weep over the
crelty of Christian men, and the desolation of
the lovliest valley whose green pastures ever
slept beneath the sun.

There, near the blackened ashes of their for-
mer dwelling, they reared another cettage, fenc-
ed their broad felds anew, and by industry, fro-
gality and patience, gathered slowly around
them all the comforts and luxaries which men
truly need below.

Seasons came and weni; the rain and sunshine
bleached out from that valley's face the crimson
records of the past; and time, which mellows all
things, mingled with the waters of memory the

Ryerson were happy m love, security and liber-
ty. America is free, -

On 2 sweet spring moring the door of their
home was darkened by the entrance of Eagle-
Eye, his wife and children. A few whits hairs
had blended with the raven locks of the parents;
which told shey had saffered, for they were still
in the full vigor of kife; and the children were
tall and comely, the youth apparvatly seventeen
the malden two years

the mountain.”” When he descended into the |
| valley the human blood hounds were already on |
their relentless track, too busy to notice him 28 | agnin on bis witiclams. “Sir, [ am in earnest, | glation of forty-three, Geanga seven, Tramball
before. He linrried to the house of his friend | and I claim my bid,” interrupted the Colonel, |

sweet lethe of forgetfulness, George and Mary | noqnds

drive them sway like chaff when tbe wind s
hi;h;lheymni&.uﬂlheh-diein-u_m
women; thelr braves faint ere the sun is low.
We go to the bunting grounds of the West, to
build usa cabin by the spring, and dwell there
with our children forever.™

He turned away to hide the cmotlun which
swelled hia great hart almost o barstiog, each
peessed the hands of their white friends in silence
lﬂﬂiiﬂﬂ}ﬂd!ﬂ;ﬂhn, awac.

“God bless you, our preserver, and the best of |

brothers," said George sciting his hand and shut-
ting it upon s purse of gold; but bodared oot look
him inthe face, For kisown hewrt wos fll—and
Eagle-Eye gased on them no more.

Mary leaned her head npon her huaband':
breast,and wept long and bisterly, for memory
was busy with the past.

WE ST00D BESIDE THE WINDOW.
BY Miss mm:is CROSBY.

Wa stood beside the window;
i1 was the very mme,
Whesm, yeams age, together,
We wrote sach sther's name.
1 listamad for the dear wenls
[ us'd 1w hear from thee;
1 listamed, but there came not
One loving word for me!

1 book"d into the hine deptha I
Of those belaved eyes; |

1 long'd to see them glisten, {
With thowgits of other ties.

1 jook\, bat, oh! they spokie not |
The tendersess of old! {

1 thonght my very heari-siringe \
Woull break, they were s coid’ !

My hand, 1 121 it gently—
How gently! ou to thine ;

1 thoughs its pulse berat guicher;
I thought 11 savwer'd mine!
But no' lkera wis ne prewsars—
My dream of Llis was o'er;

1 knew the epell was broken—
That | was lov'd no more!

|
General Harney.

A Kansas correspondent of the New York
Tribune, makes the following notice of Gen. H.,
now in Kansas, en roufe for Utah:

#]a personal appearance, Gen. Harney Is im-
pressive. He is considerably over six feet tall,

Land Offices in the West, Entries, &9.

For the benefit of our readers we suhjoin &
list of land ofices in (e West—ascording to the
recent changes bylim department In
Washington:

Indiana.—Vincennes, Indisgopolls.

Wisconsin.~Minersl Point, Menashs, Hued-
son, Stevens, Point, La Crosse, Superior, and
Chippewa at Eau Claire.

fowa.~Dubugue, Chariton, Fort Desmolnns,
Ceuncil Bluffs, Decorah, Fort Dodge, Sious
City.

Missowi.—St. Louis, Boonville, Pslmyrs,
Jackson, Warsaw, Springfield, Plattsbarg, Mi-
lan.

Michigan.—Dotroi:, East Saginaw, Marguette,
Ions.

Mingesota Territory —Stillwater, Sank Rap.
ids, Henderson, Minnespolis, Chatfield, Fad-
bault.

Kansas Territory.—Doniphan, for the Dulss
ware District; Fort Scott, for the Osage Distriet;
Ogden, for the Western District; and Lesomp-
ton, for the Pawnee District.

Nebrasks Territory.—Brownsvills, for the
Nemaha District; Nebraska City, for the Soath
Platte Distriet; Dacotah City, for the Dacotal
District; and Jmaka City, for the Omshs Dis-
trict.

Oregon Territory.—Oregon City, Winchester.

Washington Territory —Olympia.

In Iowa there is scarcely any land for private
entry at present. In the Osage, Fort Dodge
and Sioux City Distriets, with thaJezception of
some poor lands, there ia scarcely an sere left.
In the Fort Dodge District, a large quastity of
poor land has been entered.

In Wisconsin the lands were withdrawn flom
market for the parpose of sllowing the milways
to take their grants, and they bave not yet beed
returned.

In Minnesota Territory the lands are nearly

| all withdrawn from market on sceosss of the

railrond grants. In the Sellwater and Sguk
Raplds Districts, however, there are s fow sont-
tering forty acre tracts lefl.

In Kansas and Nebrasks the lande are oot in

|nuiet. They sre, bowover, subjest o e

emption.

During the past four months (he entries of Tand
have been mostly confined 1o the Siate of Mis
souri, In the Springfield land offce there has
been entered within the lsst thres months mere
lznd than during any previons period of thres

and is Inrge-boned and muscular.  His hair 'u*guu_ The-latest secounts from this offles s

red, but is now thickly mized with white. Hei
wears it short, =nd begins to be bald on the |

that the entries were still going on at the refe of
6,000 acres per day. During the monthe of May

crown of his head: His monsache and beard | and June, in the Warsaw Land Distriet there

are nearly white, and sre also thick and chipped
short. His eyes areblue and dully for he uses
spectacles. In younger years, he must bave been
a model of physical vigor and strength, but he |
now looks older than he really 1s, for his age, 1/
believe, does mot exceed fifty-fire. While at)
St. Louis, [ heard an anecdote illustrative of
his character, which I have never seen n print.
Being in New York many years ago, he passed
a store in one of the principal streets in which
an apctioneer was soliciting bids for an engrav-
ing of Gen. Jackson. Both the sellers and the
erowd were uo political friends of the subject of
the picture, snd wers ridiculing it in every pos-
sible mapner. “How wuch am I offered for the
Hero of New Orleans?” cried the man on the
stand. . "Only half a cent? Why, be's worth
s cent, surely, after robbing the Rank. Makeit
a cent, wou't you, gentlemen! Now, then, how
much am 1 offered ** *One hundred dollars,”
said & voice very emphatically, as Col. Harney
entared the door; “one hundred dollars,” he re-
peated, making his way through the erowd, half
s bead taller thas any other man in the room.—
Tha asctioneer, naturally sstonished, Inquired |

if the gentleman was n eameat, and cl.lrlodl

“znd if mo one bids move, [ claim the picture.”
No one bidding more, he handed the auctioneer
the money and his addres. “And now, Sir,"" he
remarked, seiving bim by the collar, and dmg.
ging him to the foor, *1 claim the privilege of
applying the bostinade to your bedy for your
damnable impertinence.” And havingcaned bim
to his satisfaction, no one in the erowd ventur-
ing to Interfere, he strode out of the store and
continued his walk down the stroet. Ansiyse
the quality of character necesssry to s man Lo be
the actor in such & scene, snd [ think yoo will
discover the traits which military men consider
to fit Gea. Harney ominestly us the leader of
this Utab expedition.

A Pioneer and Mighty Hunter.

There recestly died at Saowrie, Cenwre
county, Pemnsylvania, a pionecr of that section
of covntry, named Samuel Askey, aged 81. He
was born in Northumberiand county, served un-
der Gen. Harmison, and afier the war visited
the wilds of the Snowshoe country. The Dem
ocrat says:

“He sctiled about one mile from Une litile or
Black Moshannon zod 17 miles from the Bald
Eagle Vailey, the then nearest settloment. He
was one of the two first settiers that followed in
the trail of the Indians, they having lelt but s
short time previous, leaving thelr hunting
w be eccupied by white men—
The life of Mr. Askey, as 2 pionserand hunter,
would compare with that of Daniel Boome or
Col. Crockett. Many of the meost thrilliag ad-
ventures with and bair breadth eseapes from the
wild denizens of the forest, have boéu heard
from the lips of the deceased, by the writer. He
carried with bim W the grave scars, the resuit
of wounds received in sereral contacts with
paathors, in which kis life depesded on his owa

*Sit down, my friends, snd let u talk togeth-
e

“We may not sit down in your cabin for the
sun walks on; our journey is long and weary; we
are come to gay farewell. We are sick with the
foclishmess of our tribe; the Great Spirit
tarnad sway his fsce. They shed the blood
the pale-faces, who never hurt them, and the
great White Fatber, Washington, has sent mes
o waste their corn, bumn their wigwams and

presence of mind, and the faithfziness of hisown
which proved 1o be the most luccative bosiness
killed during the me he lived in Snowaboe 60

Centre country will bear testimeny,) about 500
deer, and & large sumber of bears, the precise

dog: Mnch of histime was spont in huating, |
in which be coald eagage in s new home. He ||
panthers, 98 wolves, (to this the records of the-

pumber coold pot be obdsined, but in & wiate- | |

were 600,000 neres entered. At the end of Inss
month the office bad to be elosed ¢o allow time
to have the booka written up aad returns made
to the Department. It will be opezgd again by
the 15t of September. The e et Fayetis was
closed shout the st of July, to be remaved to
Boonvilleand re-opened there by the 1t of Ag-
gust. Ia this district there is o large quastity

of land to enter, but mueh of it is of & poorquale
ity.

Wur po sor Neowoss wixz tuma Hoyzs
Amomtumm?—‘l\.'m..
tract, which we take from aa article in the Clg~
cincinnati Enquirer, containg s idea worth look-
ing after:

“_There is a remarkable and very suggestive
factin regard to the negro emigration into this
State. Iijs thie: Of the twonty-five thonsand
[rec negroes in the State, the vast majority re-
side in counties where there are very fow Aba-
litiopists, and which have been chiefly seitied
by emigrants from the Southern States. These
megroes appear o have a groat dread of the Ab-
olition eonnties; they give them & wide berth.
Thus, for example, Ashtabula has & negro pope

sizty-fire. The ether counties on the lake bave
s proportivnale number of negroes. These
sre settled almost exclasively by New
emigrants. On the other band, Ross
county, a Virginia settlement, hag one thousand
nine hundred and six negroes; Gallia bas cne
thousand one hundred and nminsty-eight, and
Hamilton conuty has over four thonsand.

In these counties the negro is regarded asla-
ferior, socially sad polisically, aad the _Abeli-
tioniets have but & alight bold. What i the
cause of this striking diseropaney? Is 1 thad
thelnegro feels and knows his , sl
oatorally attaches himself to ihe s
which is disposed Lo regard him as an inferier?
or is it that the whites io the lake shore counties
are Abelitionists from an ignomnes of the real
eharaster of the negro? Certainly thers s no
mﬂdw.%‘“—
tisnism than by inflicting on them & colony of
free nogroes.  The oaly way fn which Gidd
canbe defeatsd will be by & few more susl phi-
lanthropic efforts e thoss of Col. Meodenliall, in
setiling  fow handred North Caroline or Ken-
tucky negroes in Ashtabula. I our Southers
friends will send us their ssrplus negro popals-
tion, let them provide that they may be locsted
among their kind and generows friends i the
Western Reserve. Sach earpest philsatlirepy
24 they pfofess cught sot to be “wasted on the
desert.”

one season 700 weight of bear's meat.

L




